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"Welcome to my house/' continued the voice through
the grille, and I forthwith guessed it must be the Sheree-
fah herself.

"This is a great compliment/' said the Matof to whom
I related the matter afterwards. "She has never been
known to do that before/'

I replied to the lady that I felt proud to live in her
house, whereat she answered that she was proud of me,
a remark she later repeated to Mahomed Salie.

"The Kafirs make good cheese/' declared the lady;
"they must have many cows." Our conversation did
not last very long as I told her that I was extremely
tired.

"Go," the Shereefah suggested, "and have another
bath, I will tell Almas and Had jar to prepare one for
you."

A pair of hulking negro youths arrived some minutes
afterwards and said that they would lead me to my
room. It lay up seven flights of stairs on the top floor
and as I passed landing after landing (shuttered where
the women lived), I mournfxilly thought how desirable
the introduction of hydraulic or electric lifts would be
in Mecca.

Almas and Had jar were the two slaves who had been
especially ordered into my service, and while I stayed
in the town they did nothing else but attend to my
wishes. At the moment their assiduity had brought
into existence a most comfortable square-shaped tub-
full of water in a white stone bathroom fitted with a
shower. Since I had nothing but my ekram to take off